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On re-reading the above this morning (June 2oth,
1932), I feel with chagrin that the abruptness of my
action in taking off Hamlet suggests some of the arrogant
hauteur with which I wished to consign my efforts to
oblivion and reflects very poorly that captaincy of the
soul and humility which my great master sought when
expressing himself in that part. I confess I was bitter.
The knowledge that I was last in the field in which so
many Hamlets had sprung up, and that the appearance
of yet another 'Dane* was already regarded by the
Press and the public as a joke, prepared a ground in
which it was not possible to grow so rare a flower.
Upon my wounded hopes my wife again poured tonic
balm from her heroic soul. "My dear, this rebuff is
the best thing that could have happened to you. You'll
be playing Hamlet, and all the better for it, for the next
thirty years/* In one respect she was right. I revived
the play in 1916 at His Majesty's Theatre, again at
Covent Garden Opera House in 1920 and it is still one
of the strongest attractions in my repertoire.
There are pleasant memories, too, of that time at the
Lyric. The cast contained my staunch old friend
Charles Glenney as the King. He was moved to great
indignation at what he considered an unjust Press and
sent me the following letter ... the dear, loyal, old
chapl
"Lyric Theatre,
"June ist, "05.
" MY DEAR HARVEY,
"I feel I cannot let to-night pass without expressing
to you, in a poor way perhaps, my appreciation of your most
magnificent performance of Hamlet, and my great personal
delight and pride in being one of the cast.
"I have seen a great many Hamlets and have played with
a great many, but none in my mind, so near what the author
intended; indeed to me you, in many instances, are a revela-
tion. My loathing of the brainless Press brutes, who, unless
they are chickened and champagned, can see no good in
anything, is only perhaps exceeded by yours. But I am sure
you are made of sterner stuff than to let their blather o'ercrow